Joey, whom she loved and plagued and who loved her but
never hesitated to bite her when annoyed. A poodle called
Adolfe who was run over. An Airedale, Yoi, who seems
to have survived quite a long time and who was terribly
seasick on a steamer trip from Ilfracombe to Lynton . . .
always animals, always beloved, and in that connection
another miserable little incident
The child, about eleven years old, travelling now with
Nottie, widi her mother and with her mother's singing-
master and third husband, Alberto Visetti, and taking with
them the child's adored canary, Pippin, cherished and
finger-tame. At some hotel in Belgium, Signor Visetti
suddenly decided that the canary and its cage were an en-
cumbrance and decreed that the bird must be given to one
of die waiters in the hotel ... It would seem that neither
mother, grandmother nor governess had the imagination
or the pluck to oppose this decree, and so the party moved
on, minus the canary. The child, suffering by that time from
asthma that kept her sitting up awake night after night, and
precluded by day from all playing or exercise, had plenty
of time in which to meditate upon the possible vicissitudes
of her beloved canary in unknown hands. ... To the end
of her days she never forgot the misery of leaving the
canary unprotected among strangers. Even at that early
age, such an incident struck at one of her most deeply-
rooted instincts: that of protection towards anything weak
or helpless ... it grew to be in her case an all-pervading
passion. And in this conjunction comes a memory con-
nected with her grandmother from whom she herself learned
of it. That as a very little girl indeed when crossing London
streets she would put.her hand on the elderly lady's arm
and say: 'Hold on to me, granny, and I'll take you across.
Don't be afraid . ..'
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